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they dreamed more of the new, and for this reason the
words of her son and Andrei were dearer and more com-
prehensible to her.
She noticed that whenever a worker came to see Ni-
kolai, his manner was too free and easy; a sugary ex-
pression appeared on his face and he spoke in an unac-
customed way—more crudely, perhaps, or more offhan-
dedly.
"He's trying to speak so that the man will understand
him," she thought.
But this did not satisfy her. She saw that the worker,
too, was uncomfortable, all tight inside, so that he could
not speak as freely and easily with Nikolai as he did
with her, a simple working woman. Once, when Nikolai
went out of the room, she said to a young fellow who
had come:
"What are you afraid of? You're not a schoolboy recit-
ing lessons to his teacher."
The worker gave a broad grin.
"Even lobsters get red when they're out of their ele-
ment ... after all, he's not the likes of us."
Sometimes Sasha came. She never stayed long, always
spoke in a matter-of-fact way, without laughing, and on
leaving she would invariably say to the mother:
"How is Pavel Mikhailovich?"
"He's all right—keeping cheerful, thank the Lord!"
"Give him my regards," the girl would say, and disap-
pear.
Once the mother complained to her that they were
keeping Pavel so long without holding the trial. Sasha
frowned and said nothing, but her fingers twitched.
The mother longed to say to her, "I know you love
him, my dear." But she lacked the courage. The girl's
solemn face, her compressed lips and the dry matter-of-
factness of her words repelled any affectionate impulse.
With a sigh the mother silently pressed the hand held out
to her.
"Ah me, how unhappy you are!" she thought.

